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Old Joe broke down? his head in his hand.
" It ain't the vittles, you understand.
You're a good sort, Bill.   But did you 'ear?
'The pack were better than ever this year?'
That's what 'e said.   Nor Vd never 'eard
Of 'Untsman Joe, not a single word.
Why, the old Squire's pack were never beat
For bitches game and dog hounds fleet.
It's bitter 'ard.   We're all forgot,
And the world wags on and minds not a jot."
" Don't take no 'eed," the Gaffer said. " 'Is father* the draper, ain't long dead."
But Joe sobbed out as he wiped his tears : "You   'eard  what  'e   said, 'Would   I   give   my
ears ?' God! I would give my soul, could I catch
Again the yelp of a 'ound, Or follow the pack as they run on the scent
With their muzzles to the ground."
A joy in his eyes began to burn,
And,  " Gaffer," he   cried,  " will   you   do  me  a
turn?
Cry, 'Present,' when the beadles call My name at the roll-call in the hall. Orack your voice and wheeze like this, And I bet old Joe they'll never miss."
That night before the close of the gates, Two bowed legs through them slipped,